The George Sand-

at Christmas!   You can not, so much the worse for us.    We

shall drink you a toast and many speaches [sic],

G. Sand

CCVI.    To GUSTAVB FLAUBERT

Nohant, 4 January, 1872

I want to embrace you at the first of the year and tell you
that I love my old troubadour now and always, but I don't want
you to answer me, you are in the thick of theatrical things,
and you have not the time and the calmness to write. Here
we called you at the stroke of midnight on Christmas, we called
your name three times, did you hear it at all?

We are all getting on well, our little girls are growing, we
speak of you often; my children embrace you also. May our

affection bring you good luck!

G. Sand

CCVII.    To GEORGE SAND

Sunday, January, 1872

At last I have a moment of quiet and I can write to you.
But I have so many things to chat with you about, that I
hardly know where to begin: (1) Your little letter of the 4th
of January, which came the very morning of the premiere of
A'isse, moved me to tears, dear well-beloved master. You are
the only one who shows such delicacies of feeling.

The premiere was splendid, and then, that is all. The next
night the theatre was almost empty. The press, in general,
was stupid and base. They accused me of having wanted to
advertise by inserting an incendiary tirade! I pass for a Red
(sic). You see where we are!
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